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Half 


Author's Notes: 
Cat told me to post it U~U 


"Why him?" 


The air between us was stale and heavy as | waited for an answer. When it came, | wished I'd never asked. 


| don't remember what day it was when life started really going south, what month, or even what year. Lots 
of the things | remember are foggy and coated thickly by alcohol and various drugs. It's the bad things | 


remembered, that got singed into my brain like laser images never to fade. 


Things were confusing then. The music, the parties, the people | think | met; everything, down to who | was and 


who my friends were. For exanple, what were the chances that they were both fags? 


Our foreign European drummer, Lars, | could see. It knocked me on my ass when | figured it out, but even 
then, he always had this delicate air about him. Things about him that threw me off really started to make 


sense after | found out. 
James? Never in a million years. 


Not that either of them would ever admit it to me, or each other, or even themselves. But | guess | wasn't 
completely straight, myself. 


It was years and years ago. When | was young, naive, and getting deep into drugs. At first, recreationally, not 
desperately, for fun and not to try to ease the withdrawal pain or kill myself trying. But being young and 
drugged up, you tend to get curious. 


The unexplored curiosity was, by no means, a lack of girls. | had more than | could really keep track of. But | 
guess it gets to be too much, too close when you're touring together, sharing everything; food, drinks, rooms, 
space, dreams. When you get to see someone up close, a magnified view of what no one else ever gets to see. 
When you're shredded up inside and he is too and you could just crawl up into his arms for some kind of 
comfort because he knows how to comfort the way you need it. To know what to look for in your eyes. To 


have someone taste your pain. 


When we had a drink together for the first time, alone, | was the first to open up. | never did that. | guess he 
saw that, and felt safer opening his wounds, too. | had a feeling he just got it, when | looked at him. Not that 
rich European punk with both his parents. But James, the half-orphan with half his religion. The other half of 


me. 


| didn't really think of it as love at first. That was too intense, too taboo. Love? Me? In my twenty plus years 


of living, l'd never loved a thing. Not ever, and not now. Especially not another guy. 
But he made me see how starved for love | really was. 


It came out against my own will involuntarily. It was like a fucking hiccup. It WAS a hiccup. It shook my train 
off its rails and went airborne over a cliff. | spoke. 


"lim just... tired of being abandoned," | said that drunken night, far gone. It was a misplaced feeling | let slip 
after bouts of joking and laughter, and he was smiling as | said it. His face quickly fell. 

He was quiet for a long while, until he eventually whispered, "yeah." | figured that was it, but he moved closer 
to me. He put his arm loosely around my shoulders. Said, "I know. Me, too." 


It was right then that | figured out | wanted to be just like that; sitting beside James, his arm around me, as 
if to pull me away from the world into somewhere safe. | wrapped my arm snugly around his waist and 
squeezed him, tucking my shoulder and body and entire being underneath him. All of my hopes and fears and 
secret wishes, safe there. | felt a little silly. | was drunk and warm and had just fallen in love, though | wouldn't 


admit it. 


It was a rare moment, so | treasured it. It was most often that | saw James with Lars, accepting an arbitrary 


hug, reciprocating a smile. Always close. Always infuriatingly together. 

For weeks after that night, | tormented myself, trying to figure it out, Why Lars? He had a safe childhood, a 
sane mother, a father who was there. Money and friends. No scars. No idea. How could he ever understand the 
hell James knew? The same hell | knew? How could he ever understand self-destruction? 

Months later. The band was finally getting somewhere. New York, to be precise. A place I'd only ever heard of 
in movies and on TV. The apparent pinnacle of American success, a story book fantasy, across the country 


from home. And we were almost there. 


But | wasn't able to enjoy it. Too many things weighed on my mind, on my heart. The guys’ gleeful chatter was 
lost on me as they counted buildings until the Big Apple, and | just sat there, passively existing. 


We stopped at a hotel just shy of the state, and | forced myself to drink some courage to talk to James, 
something I'd been doing a lot around that time. | could barely speak to him sober at that point. 


| got him alone, somehow. 

"Why Lars?" 

He sat there quietly beside me. I'd begun to wonder if I'd even asked my question out loud, with the response 
of dead silence I'd gotten. Eventually | turned to him to see him staring into the mouth of the beer bottle he 


was gripping. He finally, finally mumbled, "What do you mean?" 


| shrugged to no one and chose my words as carefully as | could, with the flood gates in my mind loosened by 


the booze. 


| mean," | started mumbling, "he's nothing like you. Doesn't know the shit you've been through. He's got... no 


fuckin’ clue." 
James was silent, so | pushed on. 
"Why him?" And, fainter still, | added, "Why not me..2" 


Then he looked up at me with those damned blue eyes. | waited for some kind of answer. 


Weeks earlier, it was late into one night when | caught them fucking. 


They thought I'd be out the whole night. It was what | had said. | walked into the place we'd briefly shared. It 


was probably two in the morning. A rather dead morning, even for that time of night or day. Beer cans and 


bottles littered the kitchen table, but that wasn't unusual. Lights still on in the living room. 


| set my wallet down on the kitchen counter. l'd scored a particularly generous drug deal at the stupid party I'd 
gone to, and wanted to come home early and tell James about it, take him out drinking. 
| knocked on his door. Nothing. Opened it. Empty. But | could hear the sound of some NWOBHM album playing 


from Lars' room down the hall. | decided I'd try and ask him where James was. 


The music was turned down a little, as far as a metal album was concerned. | got close to the door and raised 
my fist to knock. | heard something from the other end and stopped cold. 


"James..." 
It was Lars’ voice, sounding way Too slow and needy. No way. My whole body froze. 


As | waited, | heard it. A sound that was unmistakably a moan from Lars. Then a choked grunt. Creaky old 


bedsprings whining under weight. 


| felt my heart jump up in my throat then sink into my stomach. My feet were cinder blocks. My blood was 
tar. Another sound. 


"Fuck." 
James' voice, in there with Lars, raspy and low- 


| threw the door open | saw them. James leaning over Lars, who kissed him and stroked his back, let James 


rest his forehead against his own. They heard the door slam open against the wall and looked up. 
"What the fuck?!" was all | could spit out. 


James pushed himself off, to the other side of Lars’ bed Lars shot up. Stared. A stare that said, ‘Oh, shit, it's 


Dave: 
Oh, no. Not Dave. 


| could hear my blood rushing through the vessels in my head. My heart thrummed with anger and trembled 
with hurt. | was standing there like a fool. | turned and stomped to my own room, both to get away, and to 
hide how stupidly blindsided | must have looked. 


Why was | so shocked? | knew it must have been happening, behind my back, right under my nose. The way 
James smiled at him so easily, when he'd barely budge for anyone else. The way Lars did everything and 
anything to be near James. The way they would disappear, and always reappear together. Always together. 
They were always together. If anything, | should have been surprised that it had taken that long to catch 


them. 


Then | had to ask myself, why does it matter to you so much? | lied, told myself because they're faggots and 
| don't like that shit. When, really, | knew my own truth. 


| locked myself in my room. Ignored Lars calling out to me once, twice at my door. Giving up. Ignored James’ 


voice, soft and concerned. For his image, or for me? Why would he be? Had my face betrayed me that much? 


| fell asleep at what must have been between four or five. Both their doors shut, each retiring to their own 


rooms. | held the bedsheets over me like a shield. I'd never get invested in someone like that again. 

Time passed. | swallowed my feelings down. They left a bitter aftertaste, but | ignored it. 

At an early age, | learned that enough alcohol makes you feel nothing. | knew, all too well. | drank a lot, but at 
parties, with other people, and for fun. But it quickly turned into a prescription for keeping stray feelings in 
check, and | self-medicated the old-fashioned way. 

It deteriorated into a daily vicious cycle. | drank to avoid feeling, and they screamed at me for drinking so 


much, so | drank more to shut them out. Go out to bars to get away. Drink more so that their shouting 
became nothing more than a dull pulse in my head. 


This continued for a duration | can't recall. When I'd resurface every few days, I'd catch a little bit here and 
there of what was going on. In a lucid patch, | learned that some weirdo had given us money to drive up to 


New York. | didn't remember who or why, but | was the guitarist so | just went along. 


| was the master of kidding myself. Every night | would convince myself that | was too drunk to care, until the 


inevitable hangover came the next morning with its painful, stark sobriety. In the mornings, | still cared. 

One morning, | had to get an answer from James. 

Lars was out getting something for the trip or whatever. Cliff, our new bassist (because I'd drunkenly ousted 
the old one long ago) was getting high under a bridge or whatever the guy did on Tuesdays, and James.. James 


was alone with me. | cornered him into our kitchen, nursing a bottle of whiskey for encouragement. 


Once the conversation died down past the menial shit, | took on a meaningful expression and forced myself to 


look him in the eye. When we locked, my words spilled out like more hiccups. 
"Why him?" Quieter. "Why not me?" 


James was silent. Processing my question. Picking his words. He was quiet too long, and | was fidgeting. | spoke 


again to fill the silence. 


"I know what kinda shit you've been through," | said quickly. 


He stood there, giving me only a fleeting glance, then brought his eyes back down to his feet. | wanted to 


strangle some words out of him. 


| rocked back and forth on my feet and squeezed the neck of the bottle. "H's like we're the same person, 


almost," | continued. 


Then his beautiful mind found its words the way it always did. He looked at me. Smiled, a little sadly. Only 


smiled that way at me. 
"Yeah, Dave. You're just like me." 


My jaw was locked tight. | was confused. | looked away to hide my furrowed brow. He could tell | needed an 


explanation. 
"You're just like me. You're-we're so.. spiteful. Full of anger. At the world. It hates us. And.. We hate it” His 
sentences were growing choppy, like he was treading on unstable ground. | relaxed my face because |'d let it 


grow worried. | probably looked sick He balanced again and resumed speaking. 


"Yeah, not everyone gets that. Lars doesn't get what it's like to be abandoned or angry at life. But." He tossed 
his heavy shoulders up like it was nothing. "That's why | need him." 


Then, | finally glanced up again. | caught a certain look in his eyes. As | searched them and turned his words 
over, | slowly realized what he was trying to say. And it felt like | was digesting lead. 


'So.." | started, dipping my toes into the fire. My mind screamed: back up and run away. My feet planted me. 


James pulled a half smile and let it drop just as quick as it came. He nodded. | turned my head away to stare 
at nothing. His voice got quieter. 


"He makes me happy. But, you're...” 

He paused a sickening pause. 

‘lm just like you," | finished for him. 

He was quiet again. | could see him nod just the slightest bit. 

Thick silence. | thought of so many things right then | always felt that he and | were halves of the same 
person. But, | guess, my weight was too much for him to carry along with his own | knew he would come out 
ahead in life because he bothered to love something, and | dared to want what | could never have. 


Deep, dark feelings started to creep back into the columns of my spine, up the vessels and deep into the folds 
of my brain again. That familiar old feeling of abandonment. My only friend for life. 


"Funny how l'm always getting left behind." 


| could feel him watching me, even though my eyes were glued to the dirty old floor. He was quiet for a long 
while, before he said, "You'll find someone. Someone who makes you feel." He trailed off. Happy? Whole? 


He was looking at my eyes, but they were still fixed to the ground. | didn't even protest his half-assed 
statement. | just left the room, left him, left the house. Walked to the nearest shitty bar and slowly tried to 
kill every brain cell that could think of him. And | checked out. 


During the following weeks, | always kept a bottle close. Between me and everyone. James hung back, Lars was 


afraid to look me in the eye, Cliff stayed out of it. Thank fuck for that. 


| knew I'd need all the booze | could hold in two hands for the long haul to New York Why were we going there 
again? James mentioned it to me once, but it didn't stick. | stopped listening to things he said after a while. All | 


got was, we're leaving next week. 
All| can remember about it is that we did eventually get there, but not without a fight. Three, actually. 


First one was me punching Lars in the jaw after some stupid comment he made. | don't even remember what 
it was. Just enough for me to have an excuse to punch that privileged little shit in the face. James didn't like 
that. He pulled me away and pushed me to the ground, but I'd gotten what | wanted. | went back to my hotel 
room with my petty victory in Tow. 


The second fight was James confronting me about the first. He was really unhappy about it, to say the least. | 
asked him, your little boyfriend send you? and earned a hard shove. It was all | needed to swing my fist right 
form his eye. He staggered back, but | forgot that he was built like a viking. The fight ended with Cliff and 
Lars' efforts to split us up. | watched Lars slink away with James to tend to his scratches. Meanwhile, | just 
had a roll of gauze, my teeth and one hand to patch myself up. 


Third fight. Last fight. Two days after the second, and | can't remember how it started We were all drinking, 
and the next thing | know lim throwing my bottle at James’ head and he's got me pinned up against a wall 
beating me senseless. | looked up and realized he was bleeding and so was my nose and Lars looked so terrified. 
That was the first time | heard Cliff raise his voice in anger. 


James backed off, leered at me, and left. Of course, Lars followed. Apparently, | was so beat up that Cliff had 
to take me back and dress my wounds. He was silent all the while, except for when he was leaving, when he 


mumbled, "That was a pretty stupid move, man" 


| blacked out and woke up to a bus ticket in my face and someone saying, "Go home." 


| thought about where things started to go wrong, and was overwhelmed. | couldn't really remember a time 
when things were right. It's hard to pinpoint a single spot when your whole life has just been a series of 


fuckups. 


James was the one who drove me to the bus stop. No Lars or Cliff. No one else. Just me and him alone for 
the first time in a long time. Both of us sober as the day was long (and it was long), me with a particularly 
nasty hangover. It was pretty easy to get me into the truck; | was too shocked, tired, sore, and nauseous to 
do anything else but stumble along. 


He didn't speak the whole time. | didn't say anything to him, either. 


It was only once we'd gotten to the bus stop when he got out, stood in front of me, and showed me his 
watery blue eyes. He shoved his hands in his jacket pockets and looked at the ground. We stood there, for way 


too long, in silence, staring at the same indent in the pavement. 


Finally, he pulled one arm out of his jacket and looked at his watch, then up at me. | met his eyes. He stayed in 
place for a moment, then closed the distance between us and pulled me in with his one arm, into a loose hug. | 


just stood there as he weakly held onto me. 


"Bye," was all he said over my shoulder. He pulled away, gave me one last pitiful attempt at a smile, and walked 


back to the truck. And, just like that, that's how | lost the band, and my other half, in just one day. 


His hug stung. It stung the whole way back to California. All across the country. | didn't want to move, for fear 
that | would crumple into a heap right on that piss stained bus floor. | became well acquainted with the ground 
from staring so long. | couldn't think, unless | wanted to feel a metaphorical knife in my brain. | barely 
breathed, | was trembling so much. | faded in and out between night and day and whatever stops we arrived at 
and what cities, states | was in. | knew what it was to be well and truly numb; a numbness that was not 
induced by alcohol, and that was exacerbated by prolonged sobriety, when just a few days ago there was more 
alcohol than oxygen in my blood. The harsh and stark reality of sobriety and sobering truth. Absolute, pitch 


loneliness in my horizon. | never looked out the window. | was afraid I'd see nothing out there. 


| guess at some point | arrived back in California If memory serves, they scraped me out of my seat with a 
shovel and threw me into the wilderness of Los Angeles. | must have stood there for days and watched people 
walk by at the bus stop. | moved myself into a hotel with nothing but my red suitcase. It was enough for me, 
really; clothes and toiletry, because the only thing | had ever had in my life was currently in New York 


recording its first album. 


What was the hotel called? | couldn't tell you, even though | stayed there for a month while | found an 
apartment. Cheapest, closest to the bar. 


| guess | could say that | went on with my life. Picked up drug trafficking again. Pay the bills, you know. Drink 


like a fish. Fuck strangers. Lived like | didn't want to see tomorrow. Did |? | couldn't say. It got hazy for a while. 


Months passed and | actually bought a calender. It helped with knowing what month it actually was. Things were 
stabilizing and | was writing music again. | met a bassist, a young and naive farmboy with the gall to ask me 
for booze after disturbing my peace with his kazoo noise. | found it funny and decided, why not. Why not go 


out with another person for once to get some alcohol. 


He talked to me about his KISS concert and his favorite bands and his quaint, picturesque upbringing, his 
parents and how he grauated high school recently and how his family was well-off enough to own a farm. He 
seemed content when he spoke, like there was an inner-peace and calm inside him. It wasn't exhausting trying 


to read him; he was an open book, green, naive and trusting. His first mistake with me. 


| decided that, at the very least, he could make a good writing partner. | asked him to start a band, he decided 
to go along with it. 


Listening to him talk relaxed me. It was all very simple and home-grown. He never spoke of punishing the world. 
It was a relief. Time progressed as it does and | started to understand what James meant. David Ellefson did 
not understand my anger. Did not understand my darkness. His eyes glazed over when | talked about my pain 
But he made me feel like my pain didn't need to be the only thing in the world. When he talked about music and 


his own happiness, he was rice to be around. 


Maybe he'd never understand that sometimes | needed to be alone and angry. Maybe he'd never see how 
shitty life was through my eyes. But when he sat beside me and spoke about early mornings tending cattle, | 
realized something, maybe two angry people wasn't the best idea. Maybe you needed a little happiness. 


Life had flown by with its many ups and downs. | was in the middle of it. | was fifty years old, a number | 


never thought I'd see. | would sooner self-destruct, | figured. 


My old band had moved on with their lives. Became Metallica, a massive monster of a name. It was hard to not 
hear about James, not hear about Lars at least a few times a month. They seemed happy. James seemed 


mellowed, softened. Whole, even as a half. Lars was still by his side, which I'm sure has everything to do with 


it. 


Sometimes | think about how succumbing and clinging to one another would have destroyed us. We'd drag each 
other down into drinking and drugs and abuse, without a doubt. | see it now. James made it out alive because 
he dared to love. | dug myself out of my own hell hole because | dared to try, too. David brought me to a 


place | never would have found in my own pitch black mind. Life works out, opposite of what you expected. 


| still carry my darkness. | know James still does, too. Its something that will never leave us. But | spoke to 
him yesterday and he's doing fine and the kids say hi and Lars does too. Closure seals wounds and time heals 


them. I've had both. 


l'm okay. lm whole. 


